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FOREVER.

Every golden beam of light
Leaves a shadow to the sight;
Every dewdrcp on the rase

To the ocean’s bosom goes.

Every star thzt ever shone
Somewhere has a gladness thrown.
All that iives goes on forever,
Forever and forever.

Every link in friendship’s chain
Forged another link again;
Every thirob that love has cost,
Made a heaven and was not lost.
Every look and every tone

Has a seed in memory sown.

All that lives goes on forever,
Forever and forever.

Never yet a spoken word

But in echo it was heard;
Never was a living thought
But some magic it has wrought.
And no deed was ever done
That has died from under sun.
All that lives goes on forever,
Forever and forever.

S0, O soul, there's no rarewell

Where souls once together dwell;
Have no fears, O beating heart!

There is no such word as part. -
Hands that meet and closely clasp
Shall forever ieel the grasp.

All that lives goes on forever,
Forever and forever.

—Annectte Kohn, in N. Y. Independent.
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CHAPTER XI.—CoNTINUED.

“In the meantime,”
gis, *‘X," to whom 1 have already
alluded, was waiting in Exchange
place, where Chatham had a cab.
Upon hearing the pistol shot he
went to the accountant’s assistance.

continued Stur-

" He passed into this office, which he

probably reached in time to see Chat-
ham rush in from the secretary’s
room, closely followed by Arbogast
*X’ seized that chair over there in the
corner and sprang between the hunt-
ed man and his pursuer ds the latter
raised his arm to fire. Our anony-
mous ‘friend is probably a man of
great strength; for with one blow of
the chair he broke the bookkeeper’s
wrist. The hammer fell, but the
weapon was deflected and the bullet.
instead of reaching its intended vie-
tim, passed through the upper lobe
of Arbogast’s left lung and out at
the back at an angle of about 60 de-
grees. The bookkeeper was standing
not far from the mantelpiece yonder.
Do you see that broad black line on
the hearth? That was made by the
builet. Its direction and the angle
enabled me at once to see that it must
have ricochetted into the fireplace;
and there, sure enough, I found it in
the soot in the bend of the chimney.
Here it is.”

Dunlap had listened 1o this narra-
tive with evident interest. But now.
recovering from the spell of Sturgis’
persuasive conviction, his skepticism
regained the ascendancy for a
ment.

“Mr, Sturgis, you have missed your
vocation,” he lauzhing good
naturedly; “vou ought to have been
a playwright. You have a most con-
vineing way of presentinug both your
facts and your theories. While you
are speaking, one is ready to admit
the plausibility of every statement
you make. But now that yvou have fin-
ished. T have hard-headed
banker once more, and 1 beg to sub-
mit one or we are
seeking facts—which it seems to me
are enough to demolish all your elabo-
rate structure.”

*“Go on,” said Sturgis; “it goes with-
out saying that any theory is worth-

mo-

said,

become a

two facts--since

HE BROKE THE BOOKKEEPER'S
WRIST WITH ONE BLOW,

less unless it takes into account and
explains every existing fact. If there
are any in this case which have es-
caped me—a contingency which is
quite possible, for I have no preten-
sion to infallibilty—I shall be glad to
hear about them; and. naturally, if
my conclusions do not tally with the
facts, the conclusions must be altered.
since facts are absolute.”

“Well. then.,” said Dunlap, “assum-
ing. for the sake of the argument,
that these various marks which you
have called trails were made by the
feet of three different people; admit-
ting even that one of these indi-
viduals was Arbogast, who often
stays here after banking hours, I do
not see that you have established by
any satisfactory evidence your as-
sumption that the other so-called
trails are those of Chatham and a
stranger. For aught I know to the
contrary, they may have been made
by some of the bank employes in the
discharge duties.

T

safe may be the result of an error;
for we have no direct proof whatever
that Arbogast is a defaulter. And,
then. when it comes to jour interest-
ing description of the alleged shoot-
ing of Arbogast, it strikes me that
You are entirely carried away by your
enthusiasm; for, in your minute de-
seription of the path of the bullet, at
a certain angle, of which you seem
to know the measure almost to the
fraction of a second, you overlook sev-
eral important things. Two shots
were fired yesterday in or near the
Knickerbocker bank. In, say you,
because here is a revolver with two
empty cartridge shells; here is a
black mark, which may have been
produced by the ricochet of a bullet,
and here is a shapeless piece of lead,
which may be that bullet. As, how-
ever, one bullet cannot account for
two shots, you are forced at once to
assume that Chatham carried
away the second one in the palm of
his hand.
genious, but—"

“His blood is on the telephone re-

has

This is ingenious, very in-

"

ceiver,” observed Sturgs, quietly.

“Blood!” exclaimed Dunlap: “why.
with the carnage that you have im-
agined here, there should be oceans of
blood. Here is a man. running around
with a hand, who
few drops of blood on the telephone
receiver. and nowhere else. And here
man. through the
excuse me. through the upper
lobe of the left lung
bleed at all And where
Such a wound as you have given him
must, T take it, be fatal, or, at
rate. Yet bere is a dead or,
at least. a dying man, calmly walking
off as if -as if the curtain had fallen
at the end of your drama, and the
corpse had offt to his dress-
ing-room.”

“You have forgotten something
else,” suggested the reporter, smiling.

Dunlap looked at him questioningly.

“Yes; you have forgotten the pistol
replaced in the drawer after Arbogast
wis shot, and the doors of the bank
carefully locked.”

“True. No, my dear sir;- your elab-
orate theory will not bear an instant’s
calm examination.”

“And yet,” rejoined Sturgis, “my con-
clusions, as far as they go. are abso-
lutely correct. Every objection which
you raise is plausible enough when
considered, by itself; but we have not
to deal with a lot of isolated
but with a series of conuected events,
each of which depends upon and sup-
ports all the others. Let me finish my
story, and I think you will be
prepared admit that what seems
to you a flight of faney on my
part, is nothing but a sober exposition
of plain, unvarnished facts.”

Dunlap, with a deprecating gesture,
settled back into his ehair once more.

“We left Arbogast shot through the
left lung—fatally wounded. as you
have just remarked. Ile probably fell
like a log; while Chatham, weak from
shock, leaned against the door jamb
vonder. He had probably stanched his
wound with his free hand as he ran;
I have been unable to find ary trace
of blood between the telephone and
this spot. On the door jamb, however,
the blood left a stain which has not
been completely wiped out and which
enabled me to judge of Chatham’s
height. ‘X' was the only one of the
trio who knew what he was about at
this time. [ have a genuine admira-
tion for *X:" he must be a man of mar-
velous nerve. Instead of flying panie-
stricken from the as any or-
dinary criminal would have done, he
calmly proceeded to protect his retreat
and to systemitically cover his trail.
His first step was to lock the Wall
street gate and the inside door. Quin-
lan had doubtless pulled the outer
door to as he ran away, so that ‘X’
probably thought this also locked. He
then., with Chatham’s assistance,
helped Arbogast, who was not yet
dead, and who perhaps by this time,
had regained consciousness, into the
cab which was waiting near by in Ex-
change place, where I found the blood-
stains on the curb, as you will remem-
ber. After starting off his two ac-
complices in the cab, he returned to
the bank. put away the pistol in its
proper place, which, by the way, he
seems to have known. and washed up
all or nearly all the blood stains. There
is a sponge and bucket under the sink
in the clerks’ room, which were used
in this operation. After, as he thought,
completely obliterating all traces of
the tragedy, he quietly walked off by
the Exchange place entrance, locked
the door and threw away the key.
All this, while Policeman Flynn was
chasing Quinlan. You will note that‘X,”
knowing nothing of the Quinlan epi-
sode, was quite justified in believing
that the shots had failed to attract
any attention outside of the bank.
Very likely he was disturbed by the
return of the policeman 4nd Quinlan;
I cannot otherwise account for his hav-
ing left the gas burning. Had he had
the time, 1 feel confident that, with
his customary thoroughness, he would
have turned it out. As to my minute
description of Arbogast’swounds, there
is nothing remarkable in that. Iknow
that the weapon used by ‘X’ was yon-
der chair, because I found particles of
the bookkeeper’s epidermis upon one
of the legs, which was considerably les-
sened by the blow. But I know exact-
Iy what the wounds were, because T
have examined them. I told you that
I had seen Arbogast yesterday.”

“What!"” exclaiméd Dunlap;
mean after he was wounded ?”

“Yes,” replied Sturgis; “his body is
at the morgue now. You might call
there this afternoon to identify it, if
you choose; but, everything consid-
ered, it might be as well not to make
the identification public until we are
well on the track of Chatham and our.
friend *X." "
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spent in working upon the Knicker-
bocker bank case. He was tired and he
was perplexed; for, with all his unflag-
ging energy, his quick intelligence and
his plodding perseverance, he had come
to a standstill in his investigation. The
Evening Tempest had appeared with no
further mention of the Quinlan case,
and with only a perfunctory report of
the cab mystery, no attempt having
been made to ccnnect the two, for Stur-
gis would' not consent to publish his
evidenee until he was sure of complete
success in his undertaking.

As he approached the house the re-
porter saw a light in his window, and
inferred that a visitor was awaiting
his coming. It was Mr. Dunlap, who,
pale and careworn, was striding nerv-
ously back and forth in the room, with
his hands behind his back and his head
bent forward upon his breast.

“Ah, there you are at last ex-
claimed the banker, eagerly; “I have
been waiting for you for over an hour.”

“Ifas something new turned up?”
asked Sturgis.

“Yes; read that.”

At the same time Dunlap handed the
reporter a letter.

“Let me tell you about it first. After
leaving you this morning I went to the

1y

SHE WAS LABORING UNDER A
STRONG EMOTION.

morgue and saw the body. You were
right; it is Arbogast’s. 1 had been
only half convinced by your evidence:
but I now saw that you were probably
right in all your other inductions, and
I became anxious to learn something
definite concerning the amount of Ar-
bogast’s defalcation. As I could not
reach the books for some time, 1 ealled
upon Mrs. Arbogast, thinking I might
be able to learn something from her.
You had not been to see her, had you?”

“No,” answered Sturgis. gravely, “I
did not think it likely she knew
much about this matter as we do, and
[ shrank from the ordeal of revealing
to her the faet of her husband’s erime
and tragic death. I wished, at any rate,
to exhaust all other means of obtain-
ing informaticn before resorting to
this one.”

*0Of course, of course,” said Dunlap,
somewhat impatiently; “the woman is
naturally to be pitied; but I could not
allow any sentimental consideration to
stand in the way of the discharge of
my duty to our depositors.”

“What did you learn from her?”
asked the reporter.

“When I reached the house the maid
told me that Mrs. Arbogast had spent
the previous evening at her sister's
house in the country and had not yet
come back. I was about to leave, in-
tending to return later in the evening,
when the lady herself arrived. Upon
learning who I was she seemed some-
what surprised, but invited me in. As
we passed into the parlor the maid
handed her mistress a letter, stating
that it had come by the morning’s
mail. Mrs. Arbogast glanced at the
envelope, but did not open it. At my
first cautious questions she seemed to
be very much surprised. Arbogast had
announced to her by telegram the pre-
vious day that he would be obliged to
go out of town for a few days on busi-
ness. He allowed her to infer that he
would soon return, and that his busi-
ness was connected with the affairs of
the bank. She could not understand
how it happene@ that I knew nothing
of this trip. ‘But,” said she, ‘i have just
received a letter from him, which will
doubtless explain matters.” She evi-
dently knew nothing of her husband’s
peculation. Thereupon she opened the
envelope and took out this letter. I
observed her closely. At the first
words I saw her cheeks blanch and a
look of agony pass over her features
as she instinetively pressed her hand to
her heart. I knew then that the let-
ter contained some important revela-
tion, and I became anxiocus to obtain
possession’ of it. When she had done, 1
could see that she was laboring under
a strong emotien; but she controlled
herself, replaced the letter in its en-
velope and said, merely: ‘This does
not tell me my husband’s whereabouts;
but I shall douktless have further news
of him in the course of a few days.” I
saw that she was attempting to shield
him in the supposition that he was still
alive. I therefore broke the news of
his death to her as gently as I could.
The first shock seemed to utterly un-
nerve her; but after awhile she became
somewhat calmer. ‘After all, it is bet-
ter so,” she said, at last. Then she
handed me this letter. There was no
further reason for withholding it. Read
it now.” :

“It is postmarked at the general post

_office at five o'cloek,” said Sturgis; “it
was therefore mailed before or during
Chatham’s vigit to the bank. It may
have been mailed by Arbogast before
the scrubbing was done, or perhaps by
the chorewoman when she left the

as
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| vank.” *

The reporter drew the letter miﬁq
muhpe and read: : ok s

T

criminai—and you will be worse than a
widow.

“I dare not ask your forgiveness for the
trouble I am bringing upon you; for 1
realize all too clearly the extent of the
wrong I have done you. But I feel irresist-
ibly impelled to lay before you in all thelr
nakedness, as Idobeforemy own conscience,
the circumstances which have led to my
downfall. A knowledge of thése may per-
haps enable you to undersiand, in a meas-
ure, the temptation to which I have sue-
enmbed; although I find it hard myself,
now that all is over, to realize how I came
to yield to it.

“Perhaps you may remember the cele-
bration of my fiftieth anniversary. We
were having a4 most enjoyable evening in
the company of the friends whom you had
invited to participate in the festivities,
when a caller was announced. I was obliged
to leave our guests in order to receive him
in the library. This man lost no time in
stating the nature of his business with me.
His name was Thomas Chatham; he wsgs
an expert accountant, who had been em-
ployed at the Knickerbocker bank to ex-
amine the books, and he cooily informed
me that he had just discovered a’serious
error in my books—one that had enabled
a depositor to overdraw his- account Ly
a large amount. At first I refused to be-
lieve him, although he submitted copies
from the books showing exactly how tke
blunder had been made. When he intimated
that it only rested with me whether the
error should be reported to the bank, I
indignantly refused to listen to him. He
remained perfectly unrufled during our
interview and left me at last with the
statement that he would wait 24 hours be-
fore handing in his report to the presi-
dent.

“My first step on reaching the bank
thenext day was to verify Chatham’s state-
ments. Alas! they were only too true. There
was the terrible blunder staring me in the
face. 1 could not understand how I had
come to make it; but there it was, and
nething could explain it away. I had hoped
against hope up to this time; now 1 saw
clearly that I was a ruined man.

“There was only one honorable course
open to me—to frankly confess my respon-
sibility for the blunder and take the con-
sequences, whatever they might be. I
hesitated, and I was lost.

“I hesitated because I felt that my posi-
tion was at stake. Would not my error
appear inexcusable to the officers of the
bank, since I could find no palliation for it
in my own eves? I was 50 years old. I
shrank from the necessity cof beginning
again at the foot of the ladder which I
had so laboriously climbed after a lifetime
of consecientious plodding. It would be
no easy matter for me to find another pc-
sition.

“The morg I thought the matter over, the
more I became convinced that there might
be another way out of my trouble. Was
it not probable that the depositor who had
profited by my mistake had done so inno-
cently? If so, would he not be willing to
repay the amount overdrawn? At the
worst, if he should refuse to do this, might
it not be possible for me to serape together
and borrow cnough to make good the de-
ficiency? In this way I could correct the
blunder and no onc would be the wiser for
it. But what of that man Chatham? Would
not his report betray me? I recalled his
intimation that the nature of his report
depended upon myself, What did he mean
by that? Probably he would set a price
upon his silence. This would add consid-
erably to the amount I should have to
raise; but would not this be better, after all,
than the loss of my position? At any rate,
I should not be any the worse off for lis-
tening to his proposal, whatever it might
be.

[To Be Continued.]

POLITE TO A CUSTOMER.

The Obliging Hibernian Clerk
Him Precisely What He
Aslced For,

Gave

Apropos cf the ready comprehen-
sion and native wit attributed to the
sons of Erin, Patrick’s compliance
with the customer’s wish stands out
in bold apposition, says the Chicago
Post. Patrick was a clerk in a sub-
urban grocery store. It was a busy
season and the grocer was waiting
upon two or three customers at the
same time. He was in a hurry, and
everything had to be where he could
get it without much trouble or he
would be delayed and probably lose
money. so when he found that the
pound weight was gone he was both-
ered.

“Patrick,” he called out, “where’s
the pound weight?”

“The pound weight, is it?” said Pat-
rick, complacently.. “Sure, an’ it’s
Misther Jones has the pound weight.”

“Mr. Jones has it? What do yon
mean by saying that Mr. Jones has
the pound weight? I thought the
pound weight stayed in the store.
How did Mr. Jones get it?”

“An’ shure, didn't yez tell me to
be perlite to the rigular customers?”

“Of course.”

“Well, thin, Misther Jones comes
into the store for a pound of tay.
An’, says he, whin I asked him what
quality of tay he wud have: *What-
iver yez give me,” says he, ‘give me
the weight” So I put the pound
weight in the package with the tay,
perlite like, an’ it’s himself that’s
gone with it.”

Character Reading.

“Do you know anything about the
lady who just moved into the house
across the street?”

“Well,” answered Miss Cayenne,
“her husband goes to the races every
day and to the theater every night.”

“But I was speaking of his wife.,”

“Yes. 1 was just about to remark
that she must be one of the best
natured and most economical of wom-
en.”—Washington Star.’

Wants the Real Thing,

Jack—Oid Newriche is terribly wor-
ried about that pretty daughter of his.

Tom—What’s the matter? Does she
want to marry seme foreign nobleman ?

Jack—No; that's just the tirouble.
She is engaged to one of these Ameri-
can chappies, and the old. gentleman
says he is rich enough to afford the real
thing, and doesn’t want any cheap
imitations.—Town Topies.

Feminine Electioneering.

“I thought you said you never again
would elect her president of your
club,” he suggested, after she had
told him a1 about the result of the
club election.

“Well, we didn’f intend to,” she re-
plied, “but when she broke down and
eried we just coulin’t help it."—Chi-
u;,?m- : ‘
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“LEADER” and “REPEATER” loaded with Smokeless

Superior to all other brands for
UNIFORMITY, RELIABILITY AND
STRONG SHOOTING QUALITIES.

Winchester Shells are for sale by all dealers.
y having them when you buy and you will get the best. .

Shotgun Shells.
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B. F. MONDAY.

All kinds of drainage

places, etc.
Cement, &c.
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r Address B. F. MONDAY, Paris, Ky.

THE ART STONEWORK CO.
B. F. MONDAY, Manager.

Layers of Cement Work, Artificial Stone Side-
walks, Plain Flagging, Slaughter-house,
Ice-house and Cellars.

Cistern tops, lawn work and pavements a specialty.
Curb stone, gutter flagging,
Dealer in English, German and Portland

J. F. MONDAY.

pipe laid, Carriage Steps,

drip, step stones, fire-
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(IN KENTUCKY
Condensed Schodule in Effect May 20, 1900,

EASTBOUND. "No. 1. | No.5. | No. 3.

v Louisville ..........| 7.45am| 4.00pm 7.45pm
Ar Shelbyville. . 5.32pm| 9.05pm
Ar Ifa'rer}ceb'g..... 6.25pm| 9.45pm
Ar Versailles... 6.47pm|10.04pm
Ar Lexington 7.15pm|10.30pm

WESTBOUND. No.2 | No.4.

Lv Lexington 4.35pm| 5.15am
Ar Versailles... 5.02pm| 5.25am
Ar La'renceb’g 5.3)pm
Ar Shelbyville.... 6.15pm

.| 9. 10am
10.40am

Ar Louisville .... 7.49pm| 7.50 ym
EASTBOUND. WESTBOUND.
¥o. 13.No. 11| STATIONS. |No. 12.|No. i4.
4.0[)pm «.45am|Lv Louisvil Ar| 7.40pm|10. 0am
6.25pm|10.00am |Lv LarncbrgAr| 5.3Cpm| 8. 10am |
7.15pm|10.43am | Ar HarodsbgLv| 4.40pm| 7.20am
j.}i)pm 10.55am/Ar Burgin.. Lv| 4.30pm! 7.10am |
EASTBOUND. WESTBOUND.
No. 15.|tNo.67.| STATIONS. |No. 16./+No, 6. |
4.00pm| 7.45am Lv Louisvil Ar|10.40am| 7.40pm |
6.32pm| 9.1%2am|l.v Shelbvil Ar| 9.10am| 6.15pm
6.470m|10.25am!Lv Verslles Ar| 7.50am| 5.02pm |
7.10pm;iL.10am|Ar Midway Lv| 7.30am| 3.40pm |
7.40pm'11.50am|Ar Georzin Lv! 7.00am! 3.10pm
_ BASTBOUND. WESTBOUND. |
tNo. 1.[tNo. 5. STATIONS. |[tNo. 6|tNo. 2
7.45m| 4.00pm Lv Louisvil A¥/10.40am| 7.40pm
10.22am| 6.50pm|Lyv Verslles AT 7.50am| 5.02pm
1L.02am| 7.35pm|Ar Nichlvill AT| 6.58am| 4.05pm

11.58pm| 8.30pm/Ar Richmnd Lv
1.05pmi........ Ar Irvine Lv

" STATIONS.

7.45am
10.45am

Ar Lex

Ar Knoxville...
Ar Asheviile.....
Ar Savannah..,
Ar Jacksonville
Lv Chattanooga .
Ar Atlanta ..... .
Ar Macon ...
Ar Jacksonville .
Lv Chattanooga ...........
Ar Birmingham ...

Ar Meridian

Ar New Orleans......

6.10pm| 8.45am
10.0:'>pml‘ll.453m {
2.30am| 9.30pm
830uml.... .

No. 3, through sleeping car Louisville to Bire
mingham, via Lexington and*Chattanooga.

No. 5 free observation chair-car Louisville
to Lexingron.

No. 6, free observation chair car Lexington te
Louisville.

No. 4, sleeping-car Birmingham to Louisville, |
via Lexington.

All trains between Lonisville, Lexington and |
Burgin daily.

Between Versailles and Georgetown Nos. 13
and 18daily. Nos. 67and 63daily.except Sunday.

Between Versailles, Nicholasville, Riche
mond and Irvine daily, except Sunday.

tDaily except Sunday. Other trains daily.

F.S.GANNON,3d V.P.&G.M., J. M. CULP,T. M
Washingten, D. C. Washington, D.G,

W.A.TURK.G.P.A.. WMH TAYLOE,A.G.PA.
Washington, D. G Louisville, Ky

SUMMER TOURS

i P

EUROPE.

Personally conducted parties leavi
New York about twice l-nuoath. eu:‘-

5.53am |
6.30am |

A NEW TRAIN WEST
The “St. Louis Limited”
VIA

BIG FOUR

TEXAS,
KANSAS,
and MISSOURI

Leaye Cincinnati. . ..12.20 noon.
Arrive Indianapolis. . 3.25 p. m.
Arrive St. Louis. . . .. 9.45 p. m.

PARLOR CARS.
MODERN COACHES.
DINING CARS.
Ask for Tickets via Big Four Route.

WARREN J. LYNCH,
Genl. Pass. & Tkt Agt.

W.P. DEPPE, A. G.P. & T. Agt.

| J. E. REEVES, Genl. Southern Agent.

Cineinnati, O.
C.C. CLARK,T. P. A, Chattanooga.

Dyspeps

Digests what you ea:

Itartificially digests the food and a:4g
Nature in strengthening and r-cone

| structing the exhausted digestive aye
| gans. It is the latest discovered cigeste
| ant and tonic.

No other preparaticn
can approach it in efficiency. It in-

| stantly relieves and permanentlycvres
Dyspepsia,

Indigestion, Heart:":-u.
Flatulence, Sour Stomach, Naisea.
Sick Headache,Gastralgia,Cramps,and
all otherresults of imperfectdigestion.
Prepared by E. C. DeWitt & Co., Cpicage.

W. T. BROOKS.

My agency insures against
fire, wind and storm—best old re-
liable, prompt paying compa~
nies—non-union.

W. 0. HINTON, Agent.

———

$2 WORTH OF PRESENTS

for 50c worth of work. We are giving
away Watches, Bicycles, Sawing Mae«
chines, Guns, &c., &e.. to inwodnce our
paper, PASTIME, a bigh classillustrated
family paperof from 16 to 32 larzepages
64 to 128 columnsof Choice Good Stori
Letters

: wotth of
- ’“_ at 100
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